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sion nowadays. Since so many novels and
poems of passion, so-called, have been writ-
ten, all women pretend to have a heart.
Wait a little. When you shall have a heart
for good, you shall tell me about it. You
shall regret the good old days when you
were living only by the mind, and you shall
see that the evils which make you suffer
now are only pin-pricks in comparison with
the stabs which shall rain on you when the
days of passion come.

X.

You must know that the sea makes me
veiy sick, and is agreeable to me only when
I see it from the shore. The first time that
I went to England I was so sick that it took
me fifteen days to regain my ordinary color,
which is that of the pale horse in the Apoc-
alypse. Forgive me for speaking always of
the diamond. What must be the senti-
ment of a man who is not an expert in
gems, to whom jewellers have said, *' This
stone is false/' and who sees it shine admi-
rably nevertheless; who says to himself atnd
